fphysical appearance, but she could appreciate the casual familiarity
with which he greeted men and women who were merely prominent
and influential names to her.
" These are the kind of people I should know," she told herself
when Bob presented her to Jan Smithson, the Beacon's ace columnist,
and his protegee, Denise DeLaittre.
" She's really Denise Johnson," Bob remarked as they made their
way to the elevators. " And she's a damned poor dancer, Smithson
protegee or not."
It was after six o'clock when Julia reached home.   Her head ached
and her feet hurt.   Except for the noonday respite with Bob, the day
had been a disappointing one.   Julia had expected a job to be laid in
her lap, but " call to-morrow " had been the only satisfaction she
; could get.
She found Gabrielle, worn out from a day of house<leaning, lying
on the love-seat in the living-room.
" We couldn't see Rene," Gabrielle volunteered
A premonition of disaster swept over Julia. " Why not? " she
asked, sinking into a chair.
" She's too sick." Gabrielle's voice stumbled. " No visitors
allowed."
Julia felt a sudden, uncontrollable desire to cry.    Although she
rfought the impulse with a swift hatred of its weakness, the fight was
only partially successful.    " If only I weren't so tired! " she excused
herself, but she knew that it was her first encounter with defeat that
sickened her.
She managed to ask in a taut voice, " What's wrong with Rene? "
" I don't know.; Kit said she had to be kept absolutely quiet. He
wouldn't even let ma see her."
Julia lashed out, " So your precious Kit isn't so omnipotent sifter
all!"
" It's not Kit's fault," Gabrielle insisted stubbornly.
The front door banged.   Footsteps clattered along the hall.
" Here's the grocery man! " sang Jimmy's voice. " When do we
eat? "
His thin face peered around the edge of the living-room doorway.
With quick perception he saw that something was wrong. " Well,"
he said, moving into full view, " what's everybody so glum about? "
Gabrielle repeated her news of Rene's condition.
" Gosh," said Jimmy. He dropped down-on a footstool " That's
not so good, is it? *'